JAMES JOYCE

STRINGS IN THE EARTH

STRINGS in the earth and air

Make music sweet j
Strings by the river where

The willows meet.

There's music along the river
For Love wanders there,

Pale flowers on his mantle,
Dark leaves on his hair.

All softly playing,

With head to the music bent,
And fingers straying

Upon an instrument.

I HEAR AN ARMY
I HEAE an army charging upon the land,
And the thunder of horses plunging, foam about
their knees:
Arrogant, in black armour, behind them stand,
Disdaining the reins, with fluttering whips, the
charioteers.
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